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| ‘ARRY; Good lord! I see ‘ere Bill "Iggins ‘as ‘ad ‘is wife killed! 
GEORGE; An’ not a bad idea, neither, 
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Moy 
ROM the moment of mixing 
to the pleasing finish, Robin 
Starch is helpful. Here are some of 
the reasons for Robin’s reputation. 


It is easy to mix. | 
It does not stick to the iron. 
It contains the gloss. 
It can be used for all purposes | 
for which Starch is needed. 
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THIS IS 
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ZEBO— \ STARCH at 

Si, and you will discover other Se 

SHON ‘ atte, advantages for yourself. Re 

The Liquid Grate Polish on ma 

in a Sprinkler Tin—which RECKITT & SONS, LTD., HULL on 

° ’ . d : f Alakers of Zebo Liquid Grate Polish, Ni, 

1S satisfying the esire oO Brasso, Zebra Grate Polish, ete th 

. . St 

British Housewives for a x 
quicker way of polishing AS 

their stoves and grates. [he “a 

polish comes quickly—lasts < 
long—and is intensely black. a 

; | x " 
| Minn 
; Ss 
| | iy ‘ 
: ren : # 
te Polish Ape fe i " 

Li quid G be This is the polis ta! 
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| EASY, QUICK & CLEAN for you. WI 
| 7 pried Bat jut etme pola I) 8 
‘ prejudiced, but just let me po ttle 
RECKITT < SONS, carps any piece of metal work in thé . ~ 

Makers of Robin Starch, Reckitt’s ouse, and see how quickly « wa 

Blue, Brasso Metal Polish, etc. : easily | do it—and what a shine! St 
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Your Shopping. 


READ \ 
A PLATONIC 
STANDPOINT. 


SEE PAGE TWELVE. 
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36 ded to any part of the World, post jree : 3 months, 
"onths, 6s.; 12 months (including all Special 
PR 12s. in stamps or P.O.O,’s to THE 
ETORs, ‘‘THE SLOPERIES,” is Wine OFrFice 
> Fleer Street, Lonpvon, E.C. 


Cards and Contents Bills will be sent post free 
| "gents on application.  Reading.Cases, free of 
"© Hovels, Restaurants, etc. 


4 met espondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be 


&. €d, must enclose a stampld enve ope large enough 
the, eer the contrebutions submutied. Under no 
& g, Conditions will attention be given to work sent 
®pproval. Do not enclose loose stamps. 
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re HAPPENED TO 
HARRY HYENA. 


A FABLE. 
By OUR OWN AESOP. 


| ae yet there was a creature given to talk, it 
Mh. “8rry Hyena, the laughing hyena who lived at 
‘ The y ther block, number one Wilderness Street, 
2 ele, Africa. 
i} “wy 22d a large mouth, the gift of Nature, so he 
lf 4 & ne help that. But he overworked it. His 
f Re, * not keep trades union hours when it 
vil Bs ik It was always on the go. 
/ y \ % og Most continual talkers, he was gossipy and 
f «Sus, And boastful. ; 
tig, k at me,’ he was obserying to Old Man 
4, 4 “here I am, though I say it as shouldn't, 
Xi, 't a young man as you'll find for a hundred 
“i. Tound. All the girls are dead nuts on me, 
%y,, © Single ones—and the married ones, too, if I 
_* ‘iy the’ truth.” 
bo > don’t tell it, pray,” pleaded Mr, Ostrich, 
usa pattern of prepriety. “It’s too shocking!” 
> Ree » it can’t be helped, you know,” went. on 
‘ Meat Hyena, “it’s the way of the world. The 
Mo. 8s are always susceptible. They can’t help it, 
No, things. When a good-looking fellow comes 
_ «) they just cry their eyes out for love!” 
4% «) hadn’t noticed it,” said the Old Man Ostrich. 
. sug Ssibly not. An old scarecrow like you 
Qy n't It’s a phase of life outside your ken. 
* youd you believe that the prettiest Miss Lion 
) In love with me?” 
= «,° I wouldn’t.” said Mr. Ostrich. 
‘ my Ut it’s the fact. And King;Leo approves, and 
“ie, Sula have made a matck of it, only Mrs. Lion 
al Can- you guess why?” 
yj frthaps she thought you ought to have been 
iy Sy instead of married!” : 
' %),. "ng. The-reason, sir, is that Mrs. Lion is 
" 34 With me herself!” 
«, ar!” muttered Old Man Ostrich. 
ay hat did- you observe?” 
ay didn’t speak. I only coughed.” 
tm», thought you made some complimentary re- 
“»,88sure you I did not.” 
y &t’s all right, then. -Do-you. know,” went on 
by “Ndacious creature, “do you know that Mr. 
Ne Wanted me to marry his niece, and offered to 
Ne, *hirty thousand pounds on me? But 1 
yn at him. And that pretty little Gerty 
May,.° Made sheep’s eyes at me. I fooled her. It 
Mme langh when I think think of it!” 
wet laughing hyena laughed. He whispered 
Tis to Old Man Ostrich that made that res 
.’ baci. Person blush blue. But Harry Hyena just 
al ; In his chair and laughed till the tears ran 
Ye aug cheeks. He opened his jaws so wide to 
% 4 tine to his mouth that—— 
t, the ¥ wasp flew in and stung him on the larynx, 
teaee *Diglottis, or the Adam’s apple, or some such 
R SPot, and the spot—whichever it was, swelled 
ia ree Suddenly and so big that it closed up the hy- 
Ye — so that he could not breathe for forty- 
tes, 
% Mon, that. it was too late. 
Neh 8l~Some fools will open their mouths too 
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THE BATHING GIRL. 
Who takes care not to get wet, 
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RHYMES OF THE TIMES. 
BY OUR “HALF-HOLIDAY” RHYMSTER. 


.e 


THE MAN WHO KNOWS IT ALL. 


We trace him through the bustling throng, 
We find him at the play; 

O’er church and club and restaurant 
Extends his awesome sway; 

In melancholy or in mirth, 
At breakfast, bath, or ball, 

We meet the direst bore on earth— 
The man who “ knows it all,” 


Rum, riots, racing, Holy Writ, 
Fights, fashion, or free trade; 
War, weather, womankind, or wit, 
Mud, moons, or marmalade— . 
On any topic ‘neath the sun, 
To which one’s thoughts may fall, 
He'll tell one more than books have done, 
This man who “ knows it all.” 


| envy not yon ruler high, 
His birthright or his berth, 

Nor his infallibility— 
His kingdom is but earth, 

No Parliament can guide the choice 
Nor hold the words in thrall 

Of him who rules by force of voice— 
The man who “ knows it all.’’ 


“I Have a Song to 
Sing, Ho!” 


By “The Bard.” 


A WHITSUNTIDE LAY. 


Don’t talk to me, dear Clara, 
Of the sunny south seaside, 
Nor praise the gay Riviera— 
I’m not flush this Whitsuntide. | 
Rather do LI now implore thee— 
As the funds are going down— ~ 
To come, and let’s explore the 
Rural parts of London town. 


In Chamounix there are still, dear, 
People braying glacial Alps; 

Let them! We’ll climb Notting Hill, dear, 
Saving legs, and perchance scalps. 

Haply, like some Viking’s daughter, 
You’d prefer the rippling wave? 

Then we'll sail on broad Bayswater, 
Courting no. cold watery grave. 


In the Walbrook we'll go fishing, 
Wandering by its winding ways, 
Where its stream goes swirling, swishing, 
Hard by where the Poultry lays 
On a Bank of sylvan beauty, 
Where we'll wander hand in hand; 
Then, I think, ’twill be our duty 
To go paddling on the Strand, 


When we've “done’”’ the Bec at Tooting 
You can be a looker on 

While I do a little shooting 
At the Butts of Newington. 

I'll make bull’s-eyes, you can check ’em, 
Then we'll wander, you and I, 

Through the pleasant meads of Peckham, 
When the bloom is on the Rye. 


Maida Vale’s sweet pastoral charms, dear, 
Sure will tempt us there to rove, 

Then we'll exercise our arms, dear, 
Picking palms in Westbourne Grove. 

Other folks may rush abroad, dear, 
Or spend Whitsun by the sea; 

While these things I can’t afford, dear, 
Rural London does for me! 


« 


GRANDFaAinecR: And vot vould you like to be 
ven you grows up, Izzy? 
IZZY: A Scotchman. 
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“Oh! I’ve got gold cups and medals for é 
This answer seemed to tickle him imme?” of 
On Tuesday morning, just as I was wondering he threw me a glance which, to say the le@ 
if Pa had got anything left that I could possibly was filrtatious. 

pop, the telephone bell rang. * * al bal 
re . 2 iy! y And then the fun began. He dictated ™ 

I ‘went to the receiver, and heard: letters, and I pretended to be taking the™ 
Putney 010?’’ shorthand—my shorthand being a series ? 


i pi = * sg and worms and stars, which, of course, didD the 
anything, but which looked all right at ¥ 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 
PAGE FOUR : 
Hello! Hello!!--’Ullo!! “ « « « «+ 


* 
Fey 
a 
n't uu 


“Are you 


Of course. wearenot “Putney 010” or “ Putney” 


anything else, but as the man speaking had rather — glance. 

a nice voice, I thought it might be a lark to say * * * * * oF, 
‘“‘yes.” I did so, and this is the conversation which Then ,after the dictating was over, he $* io 
followed : 


page of MS. and asked me to copy it on the 

“Am I speaking to Miss Brayne?” * * * * * y 
“Speaking!’’ (I just said this for fun, to see Of course I didn’t know how to type an 

what would happen.) than I should know how to build a house, 
“Oh! yes, my partner—Mr. Wilmarsh—engaged order to keep up appearances, I hit the 

you to begin your secretarial duties on Friday, I made a noise, 

believe, but he is away, and I now find that I should * * * ay gf 

be glad'\if you will come to-morrow instead. Car, For some minutes I continued hitting at f) 

you manage that?” til suddenly he casne behind me, bent 4 lig % 
“Yes. I think I can.” would have kissed me if I hadn’t banged roy — 


~ . 


“That's good! Then I shall expect you at ten the face. (Why? Oh! not vecause I shou — 
to-morrow, then.” have minded being kissed, but because ! a ‘ip, 

“Very well, then, I’ll come along. Let me see— that to be angry might be a way of getting ¢ — 
er—the address is—” dificult: situation.) 

“No. 6, Mudbank Row—quite near Blackfriar’s * Ld bad e\. 2 P = 
Station, you know.” “How dare vou so-vinsult a hardworki2& “om ; 

“*Yes, of course, I remember—I will be there.” spectable girl!” I cried, gasping a gasp aD — 


“Thank you. Good-morning, Miss Brayne.” a sob. 

“Good-morning, Mr.—er—er——”’ * * * * « oe 

“My name is ‘Catt.’” Then he got nasty. (Yes, they apie do wo 

‘Thank you. Good-bye.” And with that I hung one isn’t having any, don't they?) And, 
up the receiver, feeling that it was quite refreshing nasty, he proceeded to examine my work- wl SS 
to be going in for a new sort of lark. * ” . ¥ es wots 

* * * * * “What do you call this?” he shouted, | 

And the idea of ME being a secretary—oh! some up the sheet on to which I had been dabb piss 
scream! Eh? Me—who can’t spell for toffee! Me, old letter in ay old place. 
who could no more keep books than I could keep le wg 2 it 
tame lions! Of course I needn’t go, but now that Then he eta at my imaginary typew™ 
I had begun pretending that I was the unknown and then he told me to clear out, of 


“Miss Brayne,” I might just aa well go on with it * * * * * old 


I am so sorry to have kept 


IS that you, Lardi? 
you waiting, dearie,' but I was jusc in the bath. 
Yes, I am atill dripping a bit, and I’ve got a big 
towel wrapped round me, so that'll be all right! 

* * * * * 


for one day. ‘Besides, I liked Mr. Catt’s voie! It “Not without a week’s pay,” I answered 
sounded like the voice of a man who could be quite ‘And if I don’t get that, I complain to ¥? 


Yes? Yes? What? Oh! yes, yes, of course I ‘ F 
—er—er—nice! And I can always tell by a man’s ner of the way I have been insulted! BU a 


know I did promise to pay you today—and so I 


can, thanks to a real piece of luck! (Excuse me 
one second; I must fix this towel with a safety pin— 
it won’t hold together, and it is all letting in 
draughts!) 


* . = * « 

That’s better—yes?—oh! yes, about repaying that 
trifling sum I was forced to borrow the other day! 
Well, I can do it all right, because Destiny came to 
my aid, as I notice it always does come to the aid 
of people who are really pure and good and deserv- 


ing, like ME! (What say? Cheek! Who says 
not? You bet! Ha, ha!) 
* * « * * 


You want to know how I can pay £3 10s. when 
only two days ago I was broke to the wide, without 
the likelihood of getting a penny until next pay 
day came round? All right, I'll tell you! (No, no, 
it wasn’t betting!—nor borrowing!—nor selling any- 
thing belonging to myself or anybody else !) 

* — * . * 

Wait a second—I just want to get one of Pa’a 
old, big overcoats to put on the top of the towel— 
half a seeo— 

* * « * * 

There, now, I am both warm and modest!—a 
somewhat unusual combination, eh? (No, no; not 
mine—I don’t wear ’em!!!) ) 

* * * * * 


voice over the telephone what he is going to be like! 
* * * * * 

So, at ten o'clock the next morning I, presented 
myself, and was at once shown into Mr. Catt’s pri- 
vate office, where I found a smart man who looked 
like exactly what I thought he would be like. 

* + * 7 . ; 

Not too young, not too slim, but with blue eyes 
that twinkled all the twinks of youth with a few 
others added to them, and a nice mouth which knew 
how to smile a very nice smile. I don’t mind con- 
fessing that Mr, Catt just a little bit took my fancy! 

* 7 . > * 

“Good-morning, Miss Brayne. 
to see you,” he said. 

“Thank you, Mr. Catt; I am very glad to come,” 
was my reply—after which he told me to take off 
my outdoor things, and then to take down letters 
from his dictation, 

“Your shorthand ia very good, isn’t it?” he said, 
indicating a chair and a table and a pad and a 
pencil. 

“Oh! yes, very good—lI’ve beaten a great many 
records and taken any number of prizes,” answered 
Me. who didn’t know a single mark or letter! 

“YT should think you’ve taken any number of 
beauty prizes, and broken records for being a nice 


I am very glad 


ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 

Mrs. Newriche: Did you notice how magnificently 
our daughter swept into the room at the reception 
last night? 

Newriehe Sure I did. When it comes to sweep- 
ing into a room, Sadie wins in a canter. But when 
it comes to sweeping out a room she goes lame. 


Jo( 
OUT OF THE FRYING PAN, 


“ Please. Mrs. So-and-so, will you lend mother a 
bit of blacklead, some .pepper, and your big flat- 
iron?” 

Mrs. Soand-so was in a bad temper. 

“JT haven’t. time. Tell your mother I have other 
fish to fry this morning.” 

’ he little girl returned five minutes later with a 
clean dish 

“Please. Mrs. So-and-so. mother says will you 
lend her some of the fricd fish?’ 


Mary had a little brother 
that stopped away from 
school, 


best boy, 


give me a week’s salary in lieu of notice, I if 
« + a * . 


was, but when at last, seeing there wasn’t ® ph 
else to be done. he threw a “fiver” at mé; 
Miss Brayne for having arranged to get su 
screw ! 


was just that little stroke of luck and 

Telephone Exchange giving the wrong num ve ‘7 
the first time in their young lives, that ™® { 
now able to pay you what yon lent me, i 

going on owing it to you!! See? False P 1 
Well, very likely! 
complexion ') 


and a “resourceful daughter worthy of a 
ful father!” 


leave off talking to go and post off the 
What a hurry you are in, to be sure! 


a thing I can’t understand. 


little girl, haven't you?” and then I shall just catch the post! JA 


MARY AND HER BEAU, 


He played a joke on her 


Of course I didn't know how much Oy 


_ * * * * ag 
And so, having got the money, I went if 
pe 


ay 


Most things are, includ 


* * * 


When I told Pa. he said I was a 


a 


ptr 
I stood him a drink for that, and—all nig 


* * e . ° oe 


How people do love money, to be eure fy 
All right, ! 
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‘ PAGE FIVE 


ty CAUTION 
“=f BATHIN 


——— is « —— 
=| DANGEROUS A= 


Ih: 
ral : 


TRAMP (reading caution): “ That’s wot I’ve sed for years. 


“ OE D 


She promised to be home at 
nine, 
But what's a girl to do 


In merry May, when nights \ 
are fine 


aoe 


© a: == 278 | And skies a_ won’drous 
blue— 

When young blood fills the 

veins like wine 


MISTRESS: Bridget, | hope this lettuce is quite young? And SOMEONE comes to 
BRIDGET: Shure, it's me had to wash and dress it meself! _ woo? 


PAGE SIX 
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‘“PALLING in love,” said she, ‘is absurd!’ 

We were discussing her cowsin’s engagement. 

“Tt depends,” said I, ‘“‘upon the point of view.” 

“You can’t make black white,’’ she protested, 
“however you look at it. You call yourself a pla- 
tonist!”” I call myself anything that gives a chance 
of unlimited discussion with Molly. 

“Quite so. As a platonist I hold that falling in 
love is undesirable. The undesirable is not neces- 
sarily absurd.” 

“The absurd is unnecessarily undesirable.” 

“Not a bit. You are absurd,” 

“I’m sure I’m not.” 

“But extremely desirable.’ 

“Tf you mean-—” 

“As a platonic companion.’’ 

“Platonic friendship has nothing whatever to do 
with falling in love.”” She was so emphatic that I 
knew she was doubtful. 

“The same qualities which, from an enlightened 
standpoint, make you desirable as a platonic friend, 
from another point of view would excuse an all-regu- 
lated person from falling in love with you.”’ 

“How dare you speak in that way?’ she de- 
manded hotly. ‘‘Of course’ I shouldn’t allow any- 
one to do such a thing: but if anyone did, I don’t 
see why he should be called names.” 

“Neither do I. hat’s just it.’ 

“Of course he would be very foolish.” 

“Exactly.” She tossed her head, 

“Mamma will be wanting me,” she announced, 
loftily. “So perhaps you can find something to 
amuse yourself!” She gathered up he wools and 
rose. 
“Don’t go for a minute, Molly,” I pleaded. 
“Tam going this instant.” She sat down again, 


‘Yes, I’m very fond of pictures. 


SQQGQquu 
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‘What I meant,” I explained, ‘‘ was that, al- 
though he would be foolish from our standpoint not 
to embrace the opportunities of the higher platonic 
friendship which we have found so delightful——” 

“Have we?” she observed, with great disdain, 

“Yet he would oe human, rather than absurd, 
in falling a victim to your charms. Speaking with 
the brotherly frankness allowed by our compact, 
they are so considerable——’” 

“Flattery is forbidden by the compact,” she said, 
in a mollified tone. »‘*Of course I know ‘you don’t 


mean it.’ : 

“But Ido. You have a way of looking at a 
fellow——” 

“T haven’t!”’ 

“Which might easily disturb a _ susceptible 
mind.”’ 


‘You silly fellow! 

“A way,’ JT repeated, feelingly, “which is very 
trying, even to so pronounced a platonist as I.” 

““T sometimes think,” she murmured, thought- 
fully, ‘‘that your platonic views are not so pro- 
nounced as you profess,” ¢ ‘ 

“Surely my practice confirms my theory?” 
quired, with astonishment, 

“Last night, when you put us in the taxi——’” 
She paused doubtfully. I raised my hands in, pro 
test. 

“A casual and extremely slight deviation from 
the platonic standpoint.” Her mother was with 
her. ‘I may have squeezed your hand a little, but 
what of that? Why, you returned——” 

“T didn’t! Jt was absurd of you.” . 

“Again, you might refer to the night we walked 
home from Hamilton's.” 

“T'm not likelv to refer to that” 


I in- 


a 
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I've cellars full of them at home.” 
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“But I'wish to be clear from any risk oi j 

conception,” I insisted, loftily. “It is true I nae 

you, but——’ ; ran 
“T was exceedingly cross.” She wasn’t. 


“That, again, was merely a relapse int? 
—human point of view; for which I was not 
sible.” “" 

*“T’m sure I wasn't.” y? 
“Excuse me! You twisted a wrap round 
shoulders so that you looked—well, if I were © 
ing from an ordinary point of view, I ghoul 

bewitching.” 

“T don’t want to talk about it.” 

“You have such big, deep eyes——” ‘ 

“My appearance has nothing to do with — 
matter.” 

“Tt has a great deal to do with it—fro 


real” 


points of view.” nt? de 
“You have no business’ to.take such PO 
view. We agreed not, to be—foolish!” the 


“You make it impossible for me to pat pe 
agreement,” I groaned, “If you really wa” 
to——-/ 

“Of course I do.” She doesn’t. 

“Every woman “ries to make herself 100k 
every woman you know. You don’t, therefor 
sider yourself at liberty to go—and—and—— 

“ Kiss her?” ai 

“Well, I suppose you don’t?’ I assumed ® id 
smile, which seemed to annoy her. ’ y 

“Why don’t you answer me?” she dem? |7 
stamping her foot. She wears “twos.” 

‘IT don’t see anything to answer,” 
blush, but, of course, I couldn't. isn 

“Do you mean to tell me that you 8° — oe 
women who—look nice. whenever you get 2 eo 

**Noo-o,” said I, slowly, ‘I don’t mean to pe 
you.” She gathered up the wools again with 
haughtiest air. | iet 

“Tf that is your point of view,” she 
‘please consider our friendship at an end.” t 

‘“‘Look here, Molly,’’ I protested, “it wash off 
our bargain that I was to be platonie with . 
body, was it?” 

“T don’t care what was in our bargain. 
a piece of foolishness altogether.” ° yo” 

“ Besides. I haven't said that 1—er—kissed 
body.” d 

“Oh, yes, you have! I know you hav® if ) i 
know very well who it was. Se there!” yee 
meant Nora Teesdale, it was only two oF 
times—just for a joke. 

“Perhaps you'll tell me, then?’ a 

“Perhaps I shan't! Though, of course: Aa 
very well, and so do you!” wld o 

“J naturally should, shouldn’t 1? You ¥7 — 
you——” 

“T shall not stay to be insulted.” 
the door, but I intercepted. her. ; 

“Look here, Molly,” I said, “don’t let us @ Pe 
over such a trifle. If you'll believe me—" ve | 

“How can I believe you, when you peda 
such a way? Didn’t we agree faithfully that gh 
but I don’t want to discuss it.” \I tu " , 
moustache a bit; then I took hold of her rt 

“We agreed,” I said, slowly, “to be th® yet : 
and best of friends—in a purely plato? 
Aren’t we?’ co : 

“Not if——’ she quivered a little at the 
of her rosy mouth, and stopped. “gh 

“Not if either of us likes anyone el 
you mean, Molly?” She nodded. “UP 
honour, I don’t, Molly. Do you?” 
head. “I never shall, dear,” I cried ¢ 
“Will you?” She dropped the’ wools and le a 
roll away unheeded, and I. seized her 46” a 
hands. 50 a 
“Not,”’ she said, tremulously, “from * P Bi 
point of view.” I put 
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“Platonic point of view be hanged!” 
arm round her. 
She put her head down upon my sb 
lanughed—and cried a little, too, I fancy 
' “JT don’t mind!”” she said. ‘- 
“Do you still consider falling in love ye 
Molly?’ I asked, a little later, ie of 
“Certainly,” she said, resolutely. F 
people!” ene fo 
Wihich shows how much depends npon * \; 
of View. ; 


of 


oe 


oulde? 
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Customer (who has called for a shave pe 
hears terrible noises overhead): Great ‘ 
what's that row? opt ie 

The Barber’s Wife: Oh, nothink, te pi i 
’usband ’aving a fit. He'll be all right i? 
and soon be down to attend yer. 


TROUBLE, 


—_- + 


fe adely shook her fairy form, 


= 


Dools in her eyes; only by 
4 mil ‘Power did the young girl 
«ie Crying. 
te th Share your ‘trouble, Harold 
you Bh ° Dleaded. 

pene Nom tty addressed—yes, party, for 
1 a pe. sentiment and wild eyes there 
\ ‘nblance to gentility—stag- 
a is feet. clutching wildly at 

aN = ” he cried. 
Ne et she bawled. “Last night 
} Sey, a Night. and yet it seems years 
Oth, mised to ‘be all in all to 
ol Rae and for ever unite our 
If I am to share your 
also to share your trou- 


j 
J pe =" 
he moaned. “TIT woudn’t 
itterest enemy—nay, not 
4a °8—to have a collar-button 

2 Ses inside hie shirt.” 


mean he stood on his head 


ee 


{ 


h tha, that can sing and won't is 
me 2 the girl who can’t sing and 
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' “What's the time, old man?” 
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‘* | mever wear a watch with evening dress.” 
‘* | suppose you can’t have them BOTH out at the s2me t:me!’’ 


kei ‘remains of npr p Rn Homes 


By HIS FRIEND. DR. JOHN WHATSON. 
—————— — oor 
Mca tS Ee RE cl, eee 


Set 


| 
Pi * 8, TE equal eminence’in our respective pro- 
ae Ue Wing our long association, Stirnot Homes 
we ut “nt through many periods of privation. 


ne 
ae 
a 


i 


"op, the time of which I am about to write, 
Nes had. I think, reached their very lowest 
Peeks. had innocently fallen foul of tne 
f ht *dical Association, in consequence of some 
ly “8s and trivial action on’ my part being mis 
She 48 unprofessional conduct, and as a result 
hy ¥ nanel and my last priyate patient, to 
Niet clung for years; while Stirnot Homes 
1 | Same Offended Scotland Yard by unravelling 
"e; Mmysterv crimes in as many days— 
Na," ich had baffled the Big Six for weeks— 
t's my the stories to the newspapers, instead of 
© Yard take credit for the work he had 


, i ~~ Be 

a io Yeral weeks on end Homes had not a 
P Non ne = client; and had I not done a little 
vil oO : . ae . . 

ie ie r a neighbouring dog doctor—mixing 


€rs and rolling condition pills—our end 
Mj Ye been both sordid and tragic. 

18 an old suit that has no turning. 

K yo xe ag ®ht, when the wolf was howling its loudest 

a | a) ts Of our flat in Baker Street, there came a 

weep AY © stairs and a knock. 
if aa, ’s anyone for me,” 

Fy & 5 ea under the table, 

4 a Wel-robbery.” 

‘ : bao it’s some one for me?” 


’ 
ee 


whispered Homes, as 
“I’m out—investigating 


I whis- 


PSsics are out, you idiot, and pretend to be 
ty & lieg Homes, pulling the table-cover down 
iN r Bog Dossible to conceal his feet. 


Nock being repeated with peremptory loud- 


aa vies Bt - “Stened to the door and threw it open, dis 
J Re m Man of most forbidding aspect. standing 

of FM logy . 
Pan Kea at me fixedly for a moment before he 


My U're n 44: "¢ ” ‘ 
un ot Mr. Stirnot ’Omes,” he said pre 


ar 
4 the said J was.’’ I retorted. 
j «hat ©0 are yer?” 
Xe, Why “pends on who you went,” I replied, 
te to ‘im, of course,” said our visitor. “1 
4 “I See ‘im. You, a friend’ of ’is?” 
4 Ne friend,”” I confessed, “although we live 


‘You live together, do yer?’ repeated tho 
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stranger. ‘Then I s’pose you know all about ’im?”* 
“I belieye I have his entire confidence,” I said 
modestly. 


“Then I'll come in for a few minutes, I'd like 
to ’ave a chat wiv yer.” 
So saying, our caller sidled swiftly into the 


room and softly closed the door behind him. 

“I’m a burglar by profession,”’ he continued, 
eyeing me attentively. 

‘Quite so,” I remarked, a trifle nervously, I'm 
afraid, as I backed towards the fire-place. ‘Take 
a chair, will you—er-—that is to say, sit down. 
Pleased to meet you, and all that,” 

The self-confessed burglar lowered himself slewly 
into Homes’s own armchair, drew out his pipe, and 
loaded it deliberately. 

Clever, ain’t ’e?” he asked, having lighted: up 
and ‘expelled a few puffs of smoke. f 

“Olever is hardly the word for it,’ I ex- 
claimed. ‘He is a genius. He can discover any 
thing—of course, I help him.” 

“Oh, you help. him, do you?’’ echoed our ques. 
tionable caller, _‘“Then.I don’t mind tellin’ you 
wot I’ve called about. ’E solved them six big jobs 
six weeks ago, w’en the Yard was beat, didn’t ’e?” 

“He did.” ‘I admitted—‘‘that is, he and I to- 
gether.” 

“"E was doin’ a bit for the Yard up to then, 
wasn’t ’e?” : 

“Oh, yes,” I replied. ‘We always lent them 
a hand when there was anything specially difficult 
to unravel.” 

“Well, look ’ere, gnv’nor,’’ said the burglar con- 
fidentially, leaning forward with his elbows on his 
knees, “I ’ear a thing or two, and I knows a thing 
or two, and I knows aé Stirnot ’Omes and the Yara 
fell out over them jobs, and your pal is losin’ by it. 
Ain’t that a fack?” 

“That is an accurate statement of the position,’ 
I confessed. 

“Well,” proceeded our caller, “if ’e’ll do some- 
think for me, I’ll do somethink for ’im. As I told 
yer, I’m a burglar by profession, but I’m thinkin’ 
of retirin’ from the bizniss: I jest got one more 
job to pull orf, and I shell ‘ave enough to keep me 
comferble for the rest of me life. But I’m afraid 
of ’Omes—an’ that’s gawd’s truth. I’ve got a sorter 
presentiment ‘ell nab me over the larst job an’ 
spoil me record, an’ I should never ’ear the larst 
of it from the missus. I ain’t afraid of the Yard, 
but I’m scared your pal will try to git a bit of ’is 


own back from the Big Six by buttin’ in an’ bringin® 
it home to me arfter they’ve failed.” 

‘What are you leading up to?’ I asked, a trifle 
impatiently. 

“On’y this,” replied our yisitor somewhat hesi- 
tatingly, ‘(jer think ‘e ‘d stand out of it if I made 
it worth ’is w’ile?’’ 

“What?” I. cried. with deep indignation. ‘‘ Do 
you dare to come here with a proposition to bribe 
my friend, Stirnot Homes, to make him an accessory 
before the fact? You vil——"” 

“Shut up, Whatscon,’’ murmured Homes, poli 
his head up from.under the table and giving our 
friend the burglar the fright of his life. 

“ Er—l thought you were out,” I remarked, 
ther lamely, I fear. 

By this time Homes bad risen to his feet, and 
our caller had picked up bis, pipe and wiped his 
forehead. 

“So it’s you, is it?’ 
burglar, 

“T didn’t know you knew me, Mr. ’Omes,”’ 
pered the criminal. 

“And you have the effrontery to come here to 
bribe me? Where's the job you are planning?” 

“Park Lane, Mister ’Omes.”’ 

‘What do you think it will be worth?’’ 

“T reckon about two thousand, Mr. ’Omes.”’ 

“What have you got on you?” roared Homes. 

*“O-only a c-couple of hundred, Mister ’Omes,”’ 
snivelled the abashed burglar. 

“Put it on the table.’ commanded the great 
detective; “and if I find any slush amongst it I’ 
run you.” 

The burglar, beaming with pleased marie, did 
as he was ordered. 

“Now get,” said Homes, pointing at the door, 
‘“‘and never let me hear of you again. You’re safe 
from me.” $ 

* * * * * 


Ta- 


* said Homes, addressing the 


whim- 


When the burglar had made a hurried exit, I 
turned to Homes and asked: 

“How did you come to know him?” 

“T don’t,” replied Homes, ‘Never saw him 
hefore in my life.” ; 

“But you’vye made yourself—-” I. began. 

“Neyer mind what I’ve made myself,” inter 
rupted Homes. ‘I’ve made two hundred of the 
best—count them, will you?—and I shall make Scot- 
land Yard employ me again when I tell them I can 
lay my hand on the burglar.” 

‘But you won’t give him away,” 
“after taking his money?’ 

“You surely don’t think me cap&ble of that, 
Whatson,” said Homes. “I shall refuse to tell, on 
the score that it will square my account with the 
Big Six, butishall be quite willing to help them in, any 
future difficulty. By the way, Whatson,’”" he added, 
“TI noticed some very nice pigs’ trotters in that shop 
round the corner when I. passed this morning. What. 
do you say to some for supper? It is weeks since 
we had an evening meal worth mentioning.” 


I protested, 


i 
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NO WONDER THE TIDE !S COMING IN. 
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WIFE: Mrs, Skynnie has just got another new 
hat, and I-—— 
HUSBAND: My dear, Mrs. Skynnie HAS to have ’ ‘Goin’ to Canada, are yer? Have yer got a hox?” 


new hats. If she were as pretty and attractive as ‘Box? . Woffor?” | 
you are, she would not have to depend on the mil- “Why, to put yer cloes in.’ j 


liner so much. “Wot? An’ me go nakid?” 
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“Did you ever get a proposal, auntie?” 
“Once, my dear. A gentleman proposed over the ‘phone, but he 
had the wrong number.” . 


\ 


\ = i = 
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n NERVY NOAKES: Constables, arrest that wicked woman! She wi-wi- 
® how sometimes the foxtrot leads to winked at me as she passed, and | do feel so frightened! 
the goose-step, 
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VIVANT ieee 
ADD IVI APACE a byt ot Hae Q 
P MONTY OLN, aS Sui fi —_ ‘Little she heeds the dark and 
» LOR Aa Oth Abb Aa as —— | With youth and love to keep 
~~ ¥ ; oA Kee a Sys ——_ ry a EE her warm, 
> 2 Th Se et pea ee ; ~__|' And, incidentally, her fella 
“v —$ $e BS oe |, To take the place of her 
ay 2 ee i aD EDR re ae EE RIN 5 = RRR umbrella. 
Wy, rage ene / pe r LLCO TT NS ETN. 
UY yy, = SPE 
YY) fj, ee. TOE err 
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FAIRIE: What’s the matter, Darkie—homesick*’ ‘ 
DARKIE: No—heresick. it’s beastly with no boys about, and only the sea to embrace you, 


PAGE TEN 


Lord Bob’s Weekly 
Indiscretion. 


IS the telephone a great boon, dear chappies, or 
is it a darned nuisance? I suppose that everything 
depends up@n circumstances, but yesterday after- 
noon, if you had asked my opinion, it) would have 
been expressed in strong language. And the things 
I should have said about the fellow who invented 
the ’phone couldn’t have been printed in the “* Half- 
’Un.” - 

It was this way. Tootsie had commanded me 
to ‘phone her at 5.30 sharp concerning a dinner and 
dance. At 5.25 I took the receiver off the hook, 
asked for Tootsie’s number, and then waited. You 
know that wait! Then suddenly a voice came over 
the line, demanding: 

“Are you Woggle and Buster?” 

“T am not,” I replied, a little peeved. ‘“ You’ve 
got the wrong number.” And the voice barked 
something and disappeared. 

For about'a minute I waggled the hook up and 
down. Then suddenly Exchange warbled: 

“Trying to get them. Please repeat the 
number.” 
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I was about to vell the number into the ’phone 
when another voice sounded. 

“Ts that you. old bean? I say, do you happen 
to know anything good for to-morrow?” 

It was the voice of the Hon. Billy—bless him! 
I told him to go to—that is to say, I implored him 
to get off the line. And at last I got him off, and 
then—after about a couple of minutes’ frantic wag- 
ging of that infernal hook--I heard the voice of Ex- 
change say sweetly: 

“Number, please.” 

I could have cheerfully murdered the dear thing 
—murdered her by inches—bnt I realised it was no 
good giving way to wrath. So I told her gently 
that I was ringing up a doctor—matter of life or 
death—and implored her to get my number. And 
about a minute afterwards the sweet damsel trilled: 

“You're through.” 

“At last!” I gasped, “and five minutes late at 
that.” 

“Ts that you, Tootsie, darling?” I cooed. 

“TI bee your pardon!” answered a hard female 
voice; but I think you have made a mistake. We 
are Joskins and Pottlebrush, Victoria 3900.’’ 

I am afraid I got a bit cross then, dear laddies, 
and when I secured the ear of Exchange again 1 
said—well, I don’t quite remember what I said, but 
the Exchange lady remarked that she wasn’t going 
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to be talked to like that, and had half a mind 
complaintothe Postmaster General and get me 
months. So I apologised. 

“ Please repeat/ the number,” she said coldly- 

I did, dear laddies, and two minutes later I go 
it. a 

But Tootsie had gone out and left a message 1 
say that I needn’t worry about the dance 9° 
hadn’t bothered to telephone!!! ; 

So I ask you again, dear chappies, what wou 
you say about the ’phone if that sort of thing na? 
pened to you? 

Perhaps it has?? 

Doesn’t it take years off your life??? 


ee Cee 


THE REASON. . 

‘How is it, Johnnie, that you have such 4 aif 
like to me? I have never done anything to deser? 
it.”’ 

Johnnie: Yes, you have. When you come a 
our Cora she puts the clock back, and it male® 
late for school, and I get thrashed. 

Fe RRR TO | yn Gao ene oH 

“Does your husband want a job, Mrs. McGuire’ 
\ “No: but if you’ve got one for him I’ll make b 
take it.” 
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AMATEUR LADY RIDER: I—! don't think his shoes are quite comfy. 


CONSOLING STABLEMAN; Ho, no, miss; they’re all right. 


It’s only his way of showin’ them off. 


AS IT SEEMED TO HIM, 


Caraway: The elopement of Cheney’s wife was ” 
the nature of a boomerang, wasn’t it? 

Hooks: How so? 

Caraway: She returned the next day. 


—)o(— —-— 
TO AVOID SHOCK. 
an 
“Will you give me something to drink? 
asked faintly of the nurse. So 
“Certainly,” said the nurse, offering bi™ 
glass of water, He put up his hand feebly. ix: 
“Give it to me in a teaspoon, please,” he 
pered huskily, “ until I get used to it.” 
Oa 
WORSE STILL, 
a # 


The boy’s mother had him by the ear, 2? 
her upraised hand there was a menacing stick a!" 
“Tl learn ye to tie the kettle to the cat’s 
she yelled in wrath. , 

“Iti wasn’t our cat!” cried the frightened eae” 
“No, it wasn’t our cat,” almost shrieked tB® 
raged mother. ‘ But it was our kettle!” 


(a 


VARIED TINTS. 


In answer to Mr. S-——’'s advertisement for a 
laundress, Ellen, a darky, black as the ace y 
spades, applied for the work. With her ™™ 5, 
group of small darkies, some black, some ? pil 
‘and some yellow. Mrs» S—— asked if all thes?“ 
dren were Ellen’s. The latter replied: 

*Yas'm, they’re all mine.” 

“But, Ellen,” said Mrs, S——, “they are 
ferent colours.” 

‘“Yas'm; you see, it’s like dis: My first hU® ov? 
was black like me, my secon’ was brown, an’ © es 
I got now, he belongs to the fair sex.” 


a 


yo(———_-—- 


“KEEP SMILING.” xt’ 


Grabbing her handbag, the size of a ema » 
manteau.!/and her Pomeranian dog, and elute! yo? 
muff that by its size must have once held 2 ¥ the 
bear, the lady of ample dimensions intimated igh 
passengers of the tramcar that she wished t° al at 

“Conductor,” she exclaimed furiousl¥: il 
thought I told you to put me down at @™® 
Road?’ 

“ But, madam——” af 

“Don’t start making excuses!’ she retorted: jot? 

pl’ 


= 


jerk of the car shot her and her impedimem™ 
the lap of a feeble youth. 
“But you asked——’”’ began the conduct0™ 
“Oh, yes; I know all about your not beiM®, g? 
to remember where everyone wants to get % net’ 
report you for insolence if you argue any fart’ go 
Gently assisting her to alight, and havi" 
his bell. the conductor touched his cap. pe “pe 
“T’'m sorry, madam,” he said, with a amide’ aif ‘ 
I’ only wanted to say that Granville Road 3° 
mile farther on!” 


. 
\ 
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AT THE 


ti, ARE you fond of pictures, cook?’’ ses her leddy- 
Mons? Mme the other mornin’, w'en we'd arranged 
«yltmeh and dinner. 

ell, to tell you the truth, ma’am,” I ses, “I 
\ Die I’m not, if you foller wot I mean. I like 
: ogg bers as fur as they goes, not bein’ flesh an’ 
; ty "ag I likes the music wot goes with ’em. But 
} “&, "Yous settin’ in the dark, ma’am, and I don’t 

« Nog knows it.” 

«4 Ut——” interrupted ’er leddyship. 
Rit Oye Use me, ma’am,” I-ses, “but I carn’t never 
Me “8 it. If a gentleman ’appens to be settin’ in 
Xin: “Xt seat I ’ave a feelin’ all the time as ’e’s 
if in» take ’old of me ’and or me elbow or some- 

Ya, 80d I set there as nervous as a kitten. If a 
‘i jy Pens to be be’ind me, I kinder feel ev’ry 
&s ’e’s goin’ to w’isper in me ear, and it 
is ., “T Me creep all over.” 

* ). Wasn’t referring to the movies, cook,” gaid 

mp ship, “but real pictures; and I was going 
Sest that this week you might have an after- 
j dey ot instead of a night out, and go to the Royal 
Obey: I should like to have your opinion of the 
vous 1 Dicture the papers haye made so much fuss 
Nigh utely. You can have the car, and Thompson 
‘iy like to have a look through the galleries him- 

Go this afternoon.” 


ty 


1 An 
tt At 80 it was arranged. 
tng T lunch I went around to the garridge, and 


te, the young shover there a-waitin’ for me. All 

4 ne th Up in ’is best, ’e was, lookin’ more like a 
i “y 4n a motor-driver. 

: jy Aung in, Mrs. Brown,” ’e ses. “ We're doin’ 

yet, Si to-day, ain’t we? Goin’ to patronise ’igh 

far there’s some spicy bits at the Academy. 


You’ve brought yore blue glasses with you.” 


Rs) lauziProe- ROWN' 
‘Nient Our: 


ROYAL ACADEMY. 
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“T want none o’ yore nonsense about glasses, 
young man,” I ses, ‘‘blue or otherwise. As for 
yore spicy bits, you’re welcome to them, Not as I 
knows wot you mean; but I can see from the sassy 
grin on yore face that it wouldn't do you no ’arm 
to ’ave that mind o’ yores spring cleaned.” 

’E only laughed, started the ingine, an’ took us 
out of the mews at about sixty miles an hour, as if 
there wasn’t sich a thing as a pleeceman. 


STICKS AND UMBRELLAS. 


When we gits to Burlin’ton ’Ouse the young 
shover ’elps me out an’ ses ’e’ll park the car round 
the corner. 

“Yes, I know,” 
eh?” 

““W’y not?’ he ses.) “You kin come an’ ‘ave one 
too if you like.” ’e ses. ‘“‘ You’re welcome. Then Ill 
come back with you an’ show you the spicy bits. 
Any’ow, you'll find me ‘ere waitin’ for you in a 
hour. You'll be fed up with picshers by that time.” 
’e ses, as ’e started ’is ingine again as I turned to go 
up the’ steps. 

I paid me money an’ got through the turnstile 
all right, an’ was proceeding on me way w’en some 
cheeky feller in a uniform shouts at me, ‘‘ Umber- 
ellers this way!” 

‘Wot are you torkin’ about?” I ses. ‘“’Ave 1 
come to Selvidge’s by mistake, or wot? I’ve got a 
n’umbereller, thank you, as you can see for yourselt, 
I shoul think.” 

Then ’e explained ‘ow everybody ’ad to leave 
their sticks and umberellers in the ’all for fear 
they should poke ’em through the picshers if they 
didn’t ’appen to like ’em. 

“Then you should ’ave sed so at first,” I ses. 
‘An’ mind you take care of it, young man, ’’’ I ses 
to the feller be’ind the counter. 


I ses; ‘“ before it’s closin’ time, 


“| expect you've had many trials, my poor man?” 
“Yes, mum, and some convictions, too,” 
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*Aving disposed of that bit of bizness, I follows 
some other visiters an’ finds meself in a ‘all full ot 
statoos, and a disgracefuller sight I never see in me 
life. Pretty nearly all of ‘em was wot they call 
“in the nood ’—and I needn't tell you wot that is; 
you see it every time you ‘as a barf, if you foller 
me. 

IN THE NUDE, 

I was that unset at findin’ meself w’ere I was 
that I stood still for a minute, not noticin’ wot was 
in front of me. 

Then I suddenly become aware as-a elderly man 
was standin’ by me side. 

“ Squeezit. piece of work, madam,” ’é ses sud- 


denly. 
“T beg pardon?” I ses, lookin’ at ’im kinder 
disdainful. 


‘‘Squeezit piece of work, madam,” ’e repeats, 
pointin’ at the statoo. ‘It might be aiive.”’ 

I looked up an’ caught sight of wot ’e was a 
pointin’ at. I needn’t say wot it was. 

“Tt might be alive,” ’e ses again, lookin’ at it 
like a dawg lookin’ at a rabbit. 

“It might be,’ I ses, ‘but it ain’t, 
in’ of it, you can git on with it. I ’aven’t come 
‘ere to be insulted., This is one of our shover'’s 
spicy bits, I s’pose. There ought to be a law—that’s 
all I’ve got to say about it.” 

And I walks orf. 

THE PROBLEM, 


Now, I ses to meself, I think the best thing I 
can do is to ’ayve a look at the problem picsher ’er 
leddyship mentioned, and go ’ome. SoI arsks one 
of the uniform fellers to direct me. 

“You carn’t miss it. mum,” ’e ses.. ‘ You’ll find 
a crowd about ten or a dozen deep standin’ in front, 
of it. It’s partly nood, yer see.” 

“Oh, is it?’ I ses. ‘Then you can keep it, I’ve 
seen enough nood to larst me till next barf night. 
If ’er leddyship wants to know wot it’s like, she can 
come an’ see for ’erself. I’m goin’ back for my 
umbereller: and I,should advise you to git a more 
respectable job, young man.”’ 

* * * * * 

W’en I told ‘er leddyship me experience—well, if 
I ’adn’t got a good place I should ’ave ’anded in me 
notice there an’ then. . 

Laugh? I've never see a real lady laugh like it 
before in me life. An’ as she wiped away ’er tears 
she finished up by callin’ me a perfectly delicious 


As for squeez- : 


dear old darling! ” 


Them can ’aye the Royal Academy wot like, I’d 
sooner ’ave the real picshers, although I feels ner- 
yous w’en they turns down the lights 


a 


THE ELUSIVE SLIPPER, 
A Fable. 

A wealthy bachelor, who’ had a fad 
of collecting slippers from girls that 
he admired, and secured seventeen 
choice specimens, which he kept in a 
glass case in his rooms. One day he 
met a lovely girl with, whom he fel} 
desperately in love. But she would 
not ‘give him one of her glippers, as 
she thought it would be improper. 

_ He brooded oyer the matter so that 
he became quite ill, and. the girl's 
heart was so touched when she heard 
of it that she conquered her scruples’ 
sulliciently to send him one of her old 
boots by a messenger. By the time it 
reached ‘him, however, he was chasing 
a pair of white satin number twos with 
gilt heels, in the Casino chorus, the 
owner of which he afterwards married. 


Moral. 


It does not do for a girl to be too 
flippant nowadays, if sha wishes to 
make a brilliant marriage. 


10( 


Said Daphne, “ George was quite well 
off before he married, wasn’t he?” 
“Yes,” answered Mabel. “But he 

didn’t realise it.’’ ; 
Jo( \ 


An incredibly fat man got into a ’bus 
He almost smothered a sour-faced little 
man when he sat down. The sour 
faced man glared at him, and growled: 
“They ought to charze by weight in 
these ’buses.” 

“In that case,’ bellowed the fat man, 
“it wouldn’t be worth while stopping 
to pick you up.” 
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A THRILLING AMERICAN RAILWAY YARN. 


“PECULIAR case, that Spring robbery,” 
the little man in grey. 

“Clear case of wire tapping, seems to me,” 
drawled the other occupant of the smoking ‘com- 
partment. 

“True,”’ agreed the little man. “The peculiar 
part lies in the fact that no clues can be picked up. 
Only thing they seem to know is that the telegrams 
were fakes transmitted by an operator who cut in 
somewhere and signed the Clineville man’s private 
signal. The Spring manager, who himself received 
the two messages. states that the only thing out of 
the ordinary was the fact that’ the man sending 
seemed to have trouble making a perfect. B, accord- 
ing to the Morse code.”’ 

“TI noticed that.” said the other. ‘‘ What about 
the man who drew the thousand pounds at each 
bank?” 

“ Looked and dressed jiust like hundreds of other 
business men who are customers of the North- 
Western and the National. Papers say not a trace 
ean be found of the so-called James Long from the 
moment he stepped from the door of the National 
three days ago.” 

“Banks ought not to pay that much money on 
telegraphic orders where identification is waived,” 
growled the other man, picking up his paper. 

“ Right, and they are hard enough to do business 
with as a rule. too.” said the man in. grey. 
“This case, though, has interested me. I am a tele- 
graph operator myself, and it amuses me to read 
how these detectives and reporters are scouting the 
idea of that letter B as a real clue. I know of any 
number of operators who cannot make frome par- 
ticular letter or figure exactly correct—couldn’t if 
their lives hung on it. Take myself—I never could 
make a decent figure six; always add a couple of 
dots. Funny thing that.” 

There was no answer, and the eyes of the other 
man remained fast®ned on the pages of his paper. 
With an aggrieved air the little man arose and 
sauntered back to his seat in the other compart- 
ment. 

“Wish that chap was sociable,” he grumbled 
“Seems to me I have known him somewhere, Not 
in the line of duty, though I guess. Anyway, I am 
on vacation,” and Martin Stedman leaned back, idly 
dozing, as the Flyer sped westward. 

In the smoking compartment the athletic, well- 
dressed stranger with the heavy beard smiled as he 
thonghtfully inspected his right hand. 

““Seems to me,” he muttered, “that if I were 
an operator and had a failing of that kind, I woulda 
learn to use the other hand. 

It was ithe early hours of the night, and the 
Flyer, pulled by the mighty engine, raced along, 
fairly flying around the long . curves. Thirty 
minutes late, the engineer was determined to reach 
the terminal on time. 

* Not quite three stations away No. 3, the east- 
bound limited, was rushing along in an effort to 
make a station beyonl their regular meeting point 
in the time given them by order No. 205. One sta- 
tion behind the Flyer, a pale-faced operator was 
frantically calling the stations between the two 
trains; trying to notify some operator who could 
signal and stopin therace to déstruction one of the 
flying trains. A hopeless attempt it seemed, as all 
were smal] stations closed for the night. On the 
operator’s table lay order 205 addressed to the Flyer. 
He had forgotten to throw his signal to 1ed. Across 
the order lay his revolver. He did not intend to 
live to listen to the death list that would go over 
the wires if he failed to stop one of the trains. 

“Hard to catch Jimmy.” the bearded man had 
just murmured, with a drowsy, whimsical smile, 
when fhe crash came. 

The 671 met her mighty sister, the 672, and both 
engines reared up and toppled over the embank-.~ 
ment, taking with them a part of each train. Of 
the Flyer, the luggage and mail cars were caught 
and crushed like pasteboard by the compact and 
the weight of the heavy cars behind. One day 
coach was badly crushed: the other was telescoped 
by the dining car, which spread death as it ground 
ite way into the coach, and then, with one end of 


said 


— 


the car splintered by the sleeper in the rear, was 
wrenched over the edge, and turning twice, lay 
bottom up in the ditch. 

With instant presence of mind the man in the 
smoking compartment had grasped the heavy iron 
and clung there as the car careered into the ditch. 
With the last plunge his hold was torn loose, but 
he dropped unhurt into the wreckage below, ana 
proceeded to kick an opening fhough the window 
nearest him. From all about him came cries of 
terror and distress. Back near the end eager 
flames were already licking at the flimsy decorations 
and getting a grip on the woodwork. By the light 
of the flames he could see many not so fortunate as 
himself. 

“Jimmy to the clear,” the man muttered grimly, 
and prepared to swing himself out of the window 
Then—perhaps it was the training of his boyhood 
and his early manhood, perhaps the cry of 2 child 
pinned below—the man who had thought only of self 
dropped back into what had been the roof of the 
car. Two men were fighting there, each striving to 
be the first to attempt the impossible feat of crawl- 
ing through a ventilator window. 

“Help those women and children out of that 
window above, while I get an axe to knock away 
those timbers!” roared Jimmy, with an oath, 
“Hurry. or I'll kill you before the flames do!’ 

The mén were not cowards, and with a dominant 
spirit to direct they became heroes. Half-suflocated, 
they fought and held their own against the flames, 
until it seemed that all in whom a spark of life re- 
mained had been carried out. The fire was spread. 
ing over the greater part of the car when the last 
of the rescuers were stopped in their retreat to 
safety by a feeble cry from a part of the car they 
had thought tenanted by the dead. 

Jimmy was the only man to turn back. Down 
in the corner, where he had been hurled and pinned 
in by timbers, was the little man in grey. The 
natty sidewhiskers and moustache had dropped off, 
and there was revealed a keen, smooth-shaven face, 


HER LADYSHIP (gushingly): 
BIDDY: Sure, ma’am, I'm the mother of neither, 
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“Detective Stedman. by 
claimed Jimmy. 
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Even in his pain and in the face of death it? oat 


the little man grinned. “Jimmy the Wireless! av 
disguise you had. ‘Thought I knew you. Coul oe 
bring you to mind. . Do you make a good B* 
can’t help me. Go on—I don’t blame—”’ 
Jimmy had indeed stepped away, but only @ pt 
a better swing for his blows. It was a brave ert 
The axe swung steadily, cutting into the ti?" 4 
but the flames came even closer, and the hea!’ 4. 
smoke were almost beyond human endurance- 
man said no word, although as the advance-8" de 


of the fire reached the woodwork above, burniD& 


bris fell upon him. At that moment the last 


released its hold, and Jimmy swung the little 
How they ever got out of the but? 
Which man 2998 
put 60 é 
time later thev found themselves lying back on 


to his feet, 
ear neither man could tell. 
the other at the last they do not know, 


embankment gazing g into the raging pit of fire be 


The little man’s arms were burned and cru 
Jimmy’s right hand bled profusely from @ wl 


eut. All about them were men and women 
ing from even more terrible injuries. 
seemed to have escaped unscathed. 


up his wounds. 

A white-faced guard, one arm hanging } 
at his side, came running up the track, shouti 
an operator. 


“T am one.” said Stedman. staggering to his f 
“For God’s sake come to the station hack 


With his 
hand Jimmy tried to assist the other in pit 
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The operator cannot be found and the helper is eds 


with fright. Every minute may mean a life 
if we can get doctors started here,” 


The pain of the wounds drove the little 


white, and he groaned. 
“Can you use your 
and both of mine are useless.” 
For iust a moment the other hesitated, g!” 
at the sufferers. Then he turned and ran 
the distant office. \ 


pat 


L opgb* 
left, Jimmy? Your rié 


jane? 


Down at the office. Jintmv. whose left hand eae! 


to have all the cunning of most men’s right, ® 


cet 


the kev and made the needs of the situatio™ oot 


to the dispatcher. Wrecking 
and nurses aboard, were started and given K 
way, and then followed messages and orders tt 
workers. and before he felt it safe to turn 
over to the helper the relief trains had arri¥ 
lowed by trains to which those able to 
their journey were to be transferred. 

The dispatcher had not noticed that the 
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; True ,Tales of Old London Town. [ 


Queer Characters and Incidents of a Hundred Years ago. 


SEES ESRD CD EROS: SALES CAPRI ELE HOT YY OY ATMS 
12.—SMITHFIELD IN THE GOOD OLD TIMES. 


WE will continue this series this week with a 
few interesting extracts from an ancient chronicle 
of Smithfield, which throw little less than a halo of 
romance over London’s premier meat market. 

We learn that at Smithfield 

“In former,»times there was in it a great pond 
called Horse Pool, for men watered their horses 
there, which pond was supplied by the river Wells, 
or Turnmill~Brook, near which was a place called 
the Els, for that there grew many elm trees; and this 
was the place for punishing offenders in the yeat 
1219, and, as it seems, long before. Here, in 1530, 
John Roofe, a cook, who, 1or poisoning seventeen 
persons, was boiled to death; and, in 1541, Margaret 
Davie, a young woman, suffered also here in the 
same manner. At this period Smithfield must have 
been very large, says Stow, for now remaineth but 
a small portion for the old uses—to wit, for mar- 
kets of horses and cattle: military exercises, as just- 
ings, tournaments, and great triumphs have been 
there formerly performed before the princes and 
nobility, both of this realm and foreign countries. 

“In 1537, the 3lst of Edward III, great and 
royal jousts were then holden in Smithfield, there 
being present the Kings of England, France, and 
Scotland. / 

“In 1362, the 48th of Edward III., Dame Alice 
Perrers, or Pierce, the King’s concubine, who as- 
sumed the appellation of the ‘ Lady of the Sun,’ rode 
from the Tower of London through Cheapside, ac- 
companied with many lords and ladies, every lady 
leading a lord by his horse’s bridle, till they came 
into West Smithfield, and then began a great joust, 
which lasted seven days. 

“In the Mth of Richard Il. royal jousts and tour- 
‘naments were proclaimed to be done in Smithfield 
for many days. At the day appointed, +vixty 
coursers came from the Tower, and upon every one 
of them an esquire of honour; then cameforth sixty 
ladies of honour. mounted upon palfries, riding on 
the one side, richly apparelled; and every lady led a 
knight with a chain of gold. Those knights which 
were of the King’s party had their armour and 
apparel garnished with white harts, and crowns of 
gold about the harts’ necks; and so they came rid- 
ing through the streets of London to Smithfield, 
with a great number of trumpets. The King and 
Queen were placed in chambers to see the jousts. 

“In the year 1393, the 17th of Richard II., the 
Earl of Mar challenged the Earl of Nottingham to 
joust with him; and the Earl of Mar was cast, and 
two of his ribs broken with the fall; ,so that he was 
conveyed out of Smithfield, and so towards Scotland, 
but died on the way, at York. 


“In 1409 a royal joust took place in Smithfield _ 


between the Earl of Somerset and other knights 
against the Seneschal of Hanault and some French- 
men. 

“In the year 1430 a battle was fought here, be- 
fore the King, between two men of Faversham. In 
1442, Sir Philip la Beautfe and ’Squire Astley fought 
here with sword, spear, axe, and dagger, but neither 
were killed; also with Thomas Fitz Thomas and 
Butier, Earl of Ormond. In 3467 the bastard of 
Burgoigne challenged Lord Seales with spear, axe, 
and pole, which lasted three days, ‘nis was the 
last tournament in Smithfield. 

“Stowe relates that, in the year 1446, John David 
appeached his master, William Cator, of treason; 
and, a day being appointed them to fight in Smith. 
field, the master being well beloved, was so cherished 
by his friends, and plied with wine, that being 
therewith overcome. was unluckilv slain by his ser- 
vant. But that servant lived not long unpunished, 
being afterwards hanged at Tyburn for felony. 

“Grafton says the master was an armourer, and 
the accident had been introduced by Shakespeare 
into the play of Henry Vi. . The dramatist has, 
however, altered the names to Horner and Peter. 
The original document in the Exchequer acquaints 
us that the real names of the combatants were John 
Daveys and William Catour; and the following is 
the last article of the record of expenses :— 

“Also paid to officers to watchying 
of ye ded man in Smythfelde ye same 
day and ye nyghte after yt ye batail 
was goon, and for hors hyre for the offi- 
ceres at ye execution doying, and for 
ye hangman’s labours, xjs. yjd. 

“Also paid for ye cloth yat lay upon 
ye ded man in Swythfelde, viijd. 

“Also paid for 1 pole and nayllis, 
and for setting up of ye said mannys 
hed on London brigge, vd 


“In Smithfield. Wat Tyler, in 1331, met his death 
by the hands of the mayor, William Walworth—or 
some one else. s 

“This place was also held for Autos de Fe. 
Here our martyr, Latimer, preached patience to 
Friar Forest, agonised under the torture of a slow 
fire, for denying the King’s supremacy. Here Cran- 
mer forced the reluctant hand of Edward to the 
warrant to send Joan Bocher, a silly woman, to the 
stake. The last poor creature who suflered at the 
stake, in England, and burnt here, was Barth Leg- 
gatt, in 1611, 

**Smithfield thus became, from being a place of 
honourable exercises and entertainments, the scene 
of the most appalling spectacles: and afterwards it 
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was resorted to for settling private quarrel§ ru i 
loose sorts of men. at a place then called “a 
Hall. at 
“In 1614 it was paved, and became @ ™ fof — 
place for ‘cattle, hay, straw, and provisiO®® jb 
which purpose it is used to this day; but how pow 
longer it will continue, a few months will +ii® 
Some of the citizens, having too much ea , 
about them, petitioned to have the market ti of 
and, in conseauence a committee of the Membé jot? 7 
the House of Commons was appointed to inquit i 
the subject, on the motion of Mr. Gordon. Fi] 
“Tt is said that that there never was 7) 
mass of conflicting and opposite evidence off po" 
any committee of the House of Commons ark’ 
received by the committee on the Smithfield M ig 
question. Clergymen have been called aie 
that the Sabbath day is violated; 
men in proof of cruelty; butchers, salesme?» ope 
vers, and a long list of others on general poin™® d ye 
party distinctly states that everything W® of ae 
gained by changing the market-day; anoth ter 
confidently asserts that that would make 2°? py q 
tion for the better, and cannot pe done ny 
changing the provincial market-days throue of 
England, and arranging with all the retail >" on 
and families in London. One witness st@ ey 
for thirty years he has attended Smithfield ward 
and has only heard, of a few isolated j 
cruelty during all that’ time; whilst anothe™ it 
that cruelty the most revolting may or? 
nessed there on the eve of every market-day" of A 
talks of the conveniency of having the mat coe 
the suburbs; another says that such a change git ; 
merely affect the families in the vicinity. of ¥ 7 
field, and those who may reside in the nel® ull 
hood ‘of the new one. Whilst there are | ; 
however, as to the expediency of wholly ae) A 
the market, there are none as regards the 
the market-place, all agree: in saying that it 
small. oe 
“The market-days are Mondays and Friday’ git 
these two days are weekly brought upwards te 4 
thousand oxen, or beasts, thirty thousand pee 
lambs, with a proportionate number of PI® | 
calves, all alive. oot ca 
“This market has actually been diseT® .p% 
fellows taking their wives there with halter? 
their necks ‘and selling them; but, thank? 44 
civil authorities, such practices are discont!? asi. 
“Whoever has not seen Smithfield on # 
morning can scarcely form any idea of * 
but, to be viewed to advantage, it should B® yr 
at the witching hours. Methinks, if the D@ 4 
ing graves did give up their dead, the frig pl tS 
sprites would fain retreat to their forme? 10° sf 
tions. Here are half a thousand beasts pel net 
in concert to the bleating of ten thousa® pole 
mingling with the shouts and oaths of hu? ‘ pee 
drovers, enlivened by the barking of dogs, of 
plow oP 
ever ii 


of innumerable torches, the sound of 
paralled, yet amidst all this din, the w% fi 


i 
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‘“Mothor, papa savs he don’t care 7 blamed bit if he never go riding!* 


trampling of hoofs. Although forming 2 ® 
habitants repose undisturbed. a 


LOSING NINETEEN STONE. 


7 pra 
“You're, not looking very’ well, Mrs. T. yee a 
Burely you have lost a lot of flesh lately: yo 


you.” . wee 
“T have that. I’ve lost me ‘usban’; © ™ 

nineteen stone when ’e died.” oe 

-)o(—-—— 


FRIENDSHIP AGAIN. 

pETES 2 ART ieee 

Friend: Hullo, Mick! I really didn’t 

with your whiskers off, ae go 

Mick: The same wid me, old bhoy; 1.did? py 

meself when I looked into the glass, exce? 
yoice. ; 


‘ o( . a 

\ Ts) vt 

ENOUGH IS AS GooD as A FEAS yt 

“A beautiful song you have just suns % 
Sanders—lovely !”’ at 
“So glad you liked it!” ast he 


“T only heard the last yerse, but it 
enough.” 


———)o(———_- 2 


a 
HE’LL BE AN AMBASSADOR. ai 
PtnENey yo 


“T believe our boy is a born diploma ity 


“Has he shown any extraordinary ” 
prevaricator?” cat _ | 
“Well, no, not that exactly; but he ype! , 


other boys in trades, and make them thin : 
all getting the best of it.” 
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A New Light for Brighter 
London. 
SEEN FROM HAMPSTEAD TO SYDENHAM. 


_A NEW and atriking form of illumination has 
ten, " adopted at the London Coliseum. Lines of in 
ang Sely-red light, at times looking like liquid flame 
tow at others bars of red-hot iron, run round the 

®t of that building outlining its contours and 
“9 Yes producing in and all around it a fiery glow 
be . 28 that of a huge furnace. The reflection can 
iy “en distinctly as far north as Hampstead, and 
Ri) © south from the Crystal Palace and Denmark 


¥ hia new type of. illumination is known as the 
the 2 Light, and the installation at the Coliseum is 
Tst to be erected in the British Isles. 
iy € following details of the system were given 
Q%,. 82 interview bv Mr. Bedford, of Girdlestone and 
‘the firm which carried out the installation. 
“Neon Lighting,” said Mr. Bedford, “is carried 
oh, Y means of glass tubes bent to any desired 
Myre from which the air has been exhausted and 
a by a small’quantity of pure Neon gas at 


dy Tessure very much below ordinary atmospheric 


by , ‘Sure. This Neon gas is rendered incandescent 
ose © passage of-a high ‘voltage alternating curren 
Nz between two metal electrodes fitted at the 
nis °f the tube. The current required is supplied 
be €ans of small step- up transformers which can 
te, RNected direct to a supply of alternating cur- 
re Where this is available, but in the case of the 
um, direct current only being available, a ro- 
a Converter has been introduced in order to 
wi, Be the direct current sunvlied from the street 
event to the alternating current required, which 
vf its direction 100 times per second. Im spi 
"Dy the brilliant illuminating effect obtained, the 
Wh, ‘gpa consumption is exceedingly small, and 
ly be Neon Lighting is used in the form of a sign 
we Ndine the glass tube into the shape of letters. 
Vine of current as compared with ordinary 
Signs runs up to as much as 75 per cent. 
She On hundreds of feet of Neon tube are used in 
te ‘a illumination of the Coliseum Tower, put 
Rot Wwrent consumption for one side of the tower 
nt ually less than that used in one of the ‘Coli- 
D signs fixed on the tower.” 
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Mme. Elonora Duse is appearing shortly in 
London under Mr. 0. B. Cochran’s management, and 
expects to give her first matinee on Thursday, 
June 7th. 

The Princess Alice matinee for the Middlesex 
Hospital will be held at the New, kindly lent by 
Lady Wyndham and Mr. Matheson Lang, on Friday, 
May 25th. A comedy in three acts, entitled “A 
Disturber of the Traffic.” will be presented for the 
first time. 


The run of a “Night of Temptation” will end on 
Saturday. June 2nd. to be followed by Mr. Bransby- 
Williams, who will open his season with “ David 
Copperfield ”’ on Monday, June 4th. 


\ A ‘special matinee will be given at the Savoy on 


Tuesday, June 12th. at which “The Man Who Ate 
the Popomack,”’ by W. J. Turner, will be presented 
for the first time, preceded by Geoffrey Whitworth’s 
“Father Noah.” The former will be produced by 
Mr. Robert Atkins of the Old Vic: the latter by Mr. 
James Whale. 


In the autumn Wilkie Bard is to produce a 
revue from the pen of George Arthurs. The title 
given to the new piece is “‘ Spot-Barred!” 


)o( 


THE MORSE “B.”° 


(Continued from page twelve.) 


operator at the little station did not make a perfect. 
Morse B, One pair of ears had noted that fact, 
however, and they belonged to the little man in 
grey, who had followed and for a time-stood close 
by the door. 

“Guess that’s evidence enough,” he murmured. 

Towards the westbound transfer train Jimmy 
made his way. His foot was on’ the step when 
someone touched his shoulder. Stedman stood be- 
side him. 

“Jimmy,” he said, ‘you really must learn to 
make a B as correctly with your left as with your 
right.” 

“Jimmy the Wireless” looked ruefully at his 
wounded hand. ‘“‘I practiced that little stutter with 
the key with my left until I couldn’t make a perfect 


letter. Even you did not suspect my hand in the 
game after the manarer told his sttry. ‘“ Well,” he 
added quietly, ““do your duty, Stedman. You have 
tried for a long time to capture me.” 

“T have no duty.” said the detective. ‘Am just 
sending a message resighing my position. My only 
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WM. OC. DAVIS (late of “ Bedford’s,” Fenchurch 
Street. E.C.), the Brixtonian Bpoksclier, Stationer, 
and Tobacconist, 29, Robsart Street, Brixton, 8.W. 9. 
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duty is to shake hands with you and ask you to go 
straight after this’ You are too good a man, 
Jimmy, to throw yourself away in crime. Can’t 
you cut it?’’ 

The little man’s voice quavered as the one good 
hand of ‘Jimmy the Wireless” met his ‘own ban- 
daged one with a grip that was a promise. 


YOUR ie, WRISTLET POWD! HANDY. 
__ badies find the POWDER, 
toh SER EEE” DUPE CASE AND +2 2 


MIRROR 


indispensable 


dances, parties, golf, 
| tennis, boating, and 


A the holidays. orn 
} like a wrist watch, 


powder. Your Pow- i 
Gs Ann Hecke an ala com 
se 6 
THE NOVELT = | 
x 
Boswell House, Bolt Crt, Co, Dept 9h 


SLU 


ch VO PIC ae 
SPURS THE APPETITE 


OBTAINABLE FROM YOUR GROCER 
SOLD EVERYWHERE r 


MUM TIPU OAS UTADA MEA NOTE Ee 


TOOVTOUEUSHERUTAOUEL HUH ALe 


SUI NTLINMUAENLATL ESHA LT tee 


TRADE MARK 


The non-poisonous Rat and 
Mouse Catching Device, 


On Sale at leading Chemists & Stores 
Full instructions and descriptive pamphieds. 


Tins each 1/-, 1/9 2/€ 
or from Sole Manufacturezs 
(post free, 1/4, 2/8, 8/3.) 

B. Winstone & Sons, Ltd, 


~ 490/101, Shoe Lane, London, B.C. 


Linen Permanently Protected. 


JOHN BOND’S 
**“CRYSTAL PALACE” 
MARKING INK. 


, 18 FOR EVER INDELIBLE, 
FOR USE WITH OR WITHOUT HEATING 
(WHICHEVER KIND IS PREFERRED), 

Of all Stationers, Chemists & Stores. 6d. &1s. 


nv 
PROTECTION. Used in the Royal Households. 


When Weaning Baby 
insist on ae 


ere 


HOUSES FOR 26/ 


Write for /ilastrated List 
giving fall ply ly jos 


NOTTINGHAMSHIRE 


TIMBER C°? LT9 
Caledonian R¢, RETFORD 


Please mention this paper when replying te 
advertisoments, y 


CUS euS EBD SED IS YS GND ea ap eID LD aD eam euDEED cE RRR ED 


sv? 
Se 


Bis? tess? Gi 
a 


5A 
430 


fa? foiks? fosie? tearat take? Heike? tag? eG 


rfeX 


7 
Ye" te 


L Lf WMS 


ca? Ree 


Dis? te 


Le 


me LARK’S * ANCHOR” Tureaps are unrivalled for 


Z: oO every kind of Washable Embroidery, fine or bold, as 


white and lovely fadeless colours. They have silky smoothness, are strong 
and even and easy to work. Obtainable at all Drapers and Needlework Depéts, 
with patterns, transfers and leaflets of instruction. 


“ Ancuor” Threads are seven in number : 


COTON A BRODER “ VELVENO 
STRANDED COTTON FLOX 
FILOSHEEN FIL D’ECOSSE 


FLOSS EMBROIDERY 


Dy Pie gPh2z gO Be git As gOLEDs $85 Os gOS Oe git M gRERS SEES 
<a a A RAR RRR BEARS AAR GAN ALN TDN NMS ENR ENDS ORS I ER AN BNR EN AB ER 
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